A New BALLAD of 


The Three Merry BUT CHE RS, 


AND 


Ten HIGH WAV ME N. 


How the three Butchers went to pay Five Hundred Pounds, and hearing a Woman 
in the Wood, went to relieve her, and was there ſet upon by ten übe u * 
ſtout Johnſon tought with them all, who killed Eight « the Ten, and at laſt 


onl 
by the Woman he went to ſave in the Wood. 
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For they took Five Hundred Pound. „ dir, 


To pay it all away; 
For they took Five Hundreds Pounds, Sir, 


To pay it all away. 


LL tell you a Story 
I Of lovely Butchers three, 
he 


re's Wilſon, Gibſon, Jobnſton, 
Mack well what I ſhall ſay; 
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For they took Five Hundred Pound. „ dir, 


To pay it all away; 
For they took Five Hundreds Pounds, Sir, 


To pay it all away. 


LL tell you a Story 
I Of lovely Butchers three, 
he 


re's Wilſon, Gibſon, Jobnſton, 
Mack well what I ſhall ſay; 


As they rid on the Road, 
8 And as faſt as they could trig, 
7 


I will not fight, ſays Wilſon, 
For I had rather die : 

Or 1 to fight, ſays Gibſon, 

| For had rather fly. | 

Come on, come on, ſays Johnfon, 
And fight a Man ſo tree, 

Or ſtand you ſtill behind my Back, 
And Til win the Victory. 


Strike up your Hearts, ſays Johnſon, 
We'll have a merry Jigg: 

With a he, ding ding, with a ho ding ding, 
With a hey ding ding a dee, 

And God bleſs all good Feople, 


From evil Company. 


As they rid on the Road, Sir, 
As faſt as they could hey, 
Strike wp your Hearts, ſay 7ohnfon, 
For I hear a Woman cry: 
With that he Rept into the Wood, 
And looks himſelt around, 
And there he eſpy'd a Woman, 
With her Hair upon the Ground, 


Then Johnſton's Piſtols they flew off, 
Till Five of them were lain, 
And then he drew his Hanger out, 
With all bis might and main; 
And play d it about ſo manfully, 
Till Three more he had ſlam. ' 
And play'd it about ſo manfully, 

. Till Three more he had ſlain. 


O Woman! O Woman ! quoth Johnſon, 
Haſt thou no evil Company? 

O no! O no! ſays the Woman, 
And alas! how can that be? 

For there came ten ſwaggering Blades by, 
And thus abuſed me, - 


For there came ten waggering Blades by, 
And thus abuſed me. 


Come on, come on, ſays the other two, 
And let us make away, | 
For if we do not hold him to't, PL. 
Our Lives he'll take away: | 
O no, O no, quoth the Woman, = 
And alas! how can that be? TY 
For if you do not hold > 


Then hanged you ſhall be. 


ns 


* 


* on fighting theſe two Thieves befo1. 
7 Tie Woman ße did not mind, p 


Jobuſton being of a valiant Heart, 
le bore a gallant Mind, 
He wrapt his Cloke about her, 
For to keep her from the Wind: | 
With a hey ding ding, with a ho ding ding, 


With a hey ding ding a dee, © 55 


And fighting theſe two Thieves before, 
She knock'd him down behind: 

O Woman, O Woman, quoth Jobnfon, 
Alas! what have you done ? 

You have kill'd the — Butcher, 
That ever England won. 


And God bleſs all good People, 
From evil Company. 


Strike up your Hearts, ſays John/on, Juſt as ſhe had killed him, 


For it's dark all in the Sky, \ There came one riding by, 

She put her Finger in her Ear, And ſaw the Deed that ſhe had done, 
And gave a ſcreeking Cry: © NV And ſeized her preſently: 

With that there came ten ſwagg ring Blades. She was condemn'd for — 8 hang'd, 
With their Weapons ready drawn, "OY In Iron Chains fo ſtrong, 


And they boldly came to Jobnſton, 


At the Place where ſhe did Johbnfon, 
And ſtraightway bid him ſtand. 


That great and mighty Wrong. 
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